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ANSWER  TO  JESSIE. 


At  eve  when  the  sun  to  the  westward 
reclining, 

And  leaves  each  bright  star  on  its  sta- 
tion above ; 
To  assist  the  pale  moon  which  rcfulgently 
shining. 

Invites  me  to  seek  for  thelad  that  I  love. 
My  heart  throbs  within  me  with  rapture 
to  meet  him. 
Not  a  thought  6'  the  moment  when 
we^'re  to  part ;  | 
With  a  lover's  soft  sigh  and  a  kiss  too  I 
greet  him  J 
And  press  to  my  bosom  the  lad  o*  my: 
heart, 

O,  beautiful  Sandy  !  charming; 
young  Sandie  ! 

lovely  young  Sandie^  the  pride  o' 
my  heart. 

Then  haste  happy  day.  I  await  thee  with 
pleasure,  | 


(  3  ; 

When  Sandie  and  I  at  the  altar  shall 
meet ; 

I  envy  not  princes  tho'  rolled  in  treasure^ 
For  love  dwells  amongst  us  as  well  as 
the  great. 

Fly,  fly  lazy  time^  fly  ye  slow  gliding  hours^ 
Haste  the  happy  days  when  we're  never 
to  part ; 

It '5  not  grandeur  I  covet  hut  grant  me  }  e 
pow'rs  1 

€.'ontentment  with  Sandie  the  pride  o' 

niy  heart. 
O'  beautiful  Sandie  !  O;  charming 

young  Sandie  ! 
O,  lovely  young  Sandie^  Ihe  pride  o' 

my  heart, 

LASH  D  TO  THE  HELM. 


In  storms/when  clouds  obscure  the  sky. 
And  thunders  roll  and  lightnings  fly  ; 
In  midst  of  all  those  dire  alarms 
I  think^  my  Sally,  on  thy  charms. 
The  troubled  main. 
The  wind  aad  rain. 
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My  ardent  passion  prove 
Lash'd  to  the  helm. 
Should,  seas  o'erwhelmv 

rd  Uiink  oa  thee,  my  love. 

When  rocks  appear  on  every  slde^. 
And  art  k  vain  the  ship  to  guide  ; 
In  varied  shapes  when  death  appears. 
The  thought  of  thee  my  bosom  cheers:; 

The  troubled  maiii, 

The^ind  and  rain. 
My  ardent  passion  prove  ; 

Ikash'd  to  the  helm. 

Should  seas  o'ervvhelm, 
I'd  think  on  thee,  my  love 

But  should  the  gracious  pow'rs  be  kindk 
Dispet  the  gloom,  and  still  the  wind. 
And  waft  me  to  thy  arms  once  more, 
S^fe  to  my  long-lt)st  native  shore : 

No  more  the  main, 

I'd  tempt  again, 
But  tender  jjoys  improve  ; 

I  then  with  thee. 

Should  happy  be> 
4.ad  think  on  nought  liut  lov^e^; 
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M  Y  ONLY  JO  AND  DEARIE,  O. 


Thy  cheek  is  o'  the  rose's  hue) 
My  only  jo  and  dearie,  O  ! 
Thy  HCck  is  like  the  silJer  dew 
Upon  the  bank  sae  brierie^  O  ! 
Thy  teeth?  are  o"  the  ivory, 
0  sweet's  the  twinkle  o'  thine  e'e 
Nae  joy  nae  pleasure  blinks  on  me> 
,  My  only  jo  and  dearie,  O  ! 

The  birdie  sings  upon  the  thornt 
Its  sang  O"  joy  fu^  cheefie,  O  !: 
Rejoicihg  in  the  simmer  morn,, 
Nae  care  to  makMt  eerie,  O 
But  little  kens  the  sangster  sweet 
Ought  o'  the  care  I  hae  to  meet,. 
That  gars  my  restless  bosom  beat^ 
My  onJy  jo  and  dearie,  O  ! 

When  we  war  bairnies.  onvyon  brae. 
And  youth  A>;^a§  blinkjn'  bonny,  0:l: 
Aft  we  wad  d<^lE:tbe>.leelan^g  da^ , 
€)5jr  joys  fu'  sweet,  and  moijie,  Oi !: 
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Aft  I  \vad  chase  thee  o'er  the  lee. 
And  round  about  the  thornie  tree. 
Or  pu'  the  wild  ff6w*rs  a'  for  thee. 
My  only  jo  and  dearie^  Ol 

I  hae  a  wish  I  canna  tine, 
'Mang  a'  the  eares  that  grieve  me  O! 
A  wish  that  thou  wert  ever  mine. 
And  never  mair  to  le^ve  me,  O  ! 
Then  I  wad  daut  thee  night  and  day, 
Nae  ither  \Vlar*jy  care  wad  hae. 
Till  life's  warm  stream  forgot  to  pldy. 
My  only  jo  and  dearie,  Q  ! 

THREE  WEEKS  after  MAR  M  AGE. 


IVlLLY,  after  courting  long, 
Married  we  on  a  Sunday  ; 

All  that  day  I  held  my  tongue^ 
But  scolded  him  on  Monday  ; 

Tuesday  L  grew  dull  and  sad, 
Wednesday  pass' d  in|sc6tning* ; 

Thursday  drove  me  fJatitig  irikd, 
I     But,  Friday^what  a  morning  ? 

TiU  at  length,  that  balm  of  life^, 

•I- 

i 
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Money^  brought  a  better  4ay  J 
So  we  lov'd  like  man  and  wife. 
Kissing  sweet  on  Saturday. 

Willy  next  began  the  week, 

Tipling  all  the  Satiday ; 
Therefore,  I  provok'd  to  speak. 

Did  ^fqQjdi  birp^^ll  <)>a  ,|^anday— - 
Tuesday  cq^Ilfd  Mi)*^ wuken  sot, 

Wedqesflp^y,  iiibbcr  l^y  ; 
ThurgfJuy,  h^^ving  mm^ed  mot. 

Why  Ff  id  ay  ^  m  ade  m  e  crazy : 
Tho'  I  hftp^d  the  foal  would  tbink 

Wiser  on  tbe  laJtter  diiy , 
Kqt  a        fox  me^t  jqiftd  drink, 

Earn'd  he  on  the  Saturday. 

^  What  was  proper  to  be  done. 

Every  fiiture  Sunday  ? 
For  'twas  plain  I  first  begun 

Wrong  jjpon  the  Monday  ; 
Tuesday  then  I  calmer  seemed. 

Wedj^iesday  wias  jndulgeat,  i 
Thursday  peaae  md  conitort  bg^iri^d. 

And  Friday  shone  refulgent ! 
Chacing  thus  corroding  strife, 

Ev'ry  day*s  a  better  day ; 
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J oy  and  pleasure  'luming  life 
From  Saturday  to  Saturday, 

For  LACK  of  GOLD  she's  left  me  oh 


FOR  4ack  of  gold  she's  left  me  oh  ! 
And  of  a'  that's  deaf  ^bereft  mey  oh  l 
She  me  forsook  for  a  great  Ihike, 
And  to  endless  care  has  left  ^ne^  oh  ! 
A  star  and  garter  have  more  art 
Than  youth,  a  true  and  faithful  heart ; 
Por  empty  titles  we  must  part. 
And  for  glitt'ring  show  she's  left  me^  oh 

No  cruel  fair  shall  ever  move 
My  injured  heart  again  to  love  ; 
Thro'  distant  cliiftates  I  must  rove, 
Sinee  Jeanie  she  has  left  m^,  oh  ! 
Ye  powers  above  !  I  to  your  care 
Commit  my  lovely  charming  fail^ ; 
Your  choicest  blessings  on  her  share. 
Though  shea's  for  ever  left  me,  oh  ! 


I  NIS. 


